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Thanks to the obstacles the king threw in my way, and which I could only
impute to an excess of friendship for me, the month of November entirely elapsed
before I had completed my arrangements. At last, on the 2nd of December, I
announced to him that my departure was definitely fixed for the morrow; and, to
let him see that I was in earnest this time, I sent on the principal part of my
baggage to Ahmedabad.

Next day I went to bid him adieu. I found him, as usual, on the terrace-
roof of his palace, surrounded by all his courtiers. He appeared to be as much
affected as I was myself; and I felt, at that moment, with what strong sentiments
of friendship this man was inspired towards me. We conversed for a long time.
"Will you think of the Guicowar," said he," when you are in that immense city
of which you have so often told me, and where people are apt to forget every one
and everything ? Will you tell your fellow-countrymen how I have received you,
and not treat me too harshly in speaking of me ? Sometimes think of Khunderao
and his courtiers, who had hoped that you would have become one of them, and
who see you leave th,em to-daj with regret." Hereupon servants entered bearing
a present, which the king begged me to accept in remembrance of him. It was
one of those tikilluts, or dresses of honour, which are offered only to persons of the
highest rank. My companion was equally favoured. Then, 'or the last time, I
shook hands with Khunderao, and was conducted by the nobles to my carriage.
Bhao Sahib, my good friend, only left me at the Motibaugh, and we embraced each
other most affectionately. I had not yet quitted Baroda, and already my heart
was moved at the thought that I should never more see this spot where I had
been so happy, nor the friends who had been so kind to me.

But why take up the time of my readers with this record of my feelings?
They know tkt it is the lot of the traveller to regret what he leaves behind;
and they will understand how painful it must be to tear oneself from a state of
existence so fascinating as that which I had enjoyed for months past. We bade
adieu to the dear Motibaugh, and set off for the railway-station.